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LIBERTY'S LAST SQUEAK. 


AN 


ELEGIAC BALLAD. 


| F AREWELL, O my Pzx and my Toxcuz! 
To part with ſuch friends I am loath ; = 
But, PirT, in majorities ſtrong, 
Voweth horrible vengeance on both. 


No more on a King or a Queen, 
Apple-dumplin, and ſmuggling ſo ſweet ; 
Like their ſtomachs, your wit. ſhall be keen, 
Hogs, hay, and fat bullocks, and wheat. 


No more upon ſmugglers at Court, 
Mother ScHWELLENBERG, bulſes, and ſhawls ; 
Nor at levees and drawing-rooms ſport, | 
Where Man, the poor ſycophant, crawls. 


The meanneſs no more of hizh folk 
In the rope of your ſatire ſhall ſwing ; 
For, behold, there is death in the joke 
That ſquinteth at Queen or at King. 


A 2 8 Thus 
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Thus untax'd by your fatire, my friends, 
Cours ſmile at th* intended DECREE 3 

Thus the reign of poor RipicuLe ends, 
And follies, like ſhawls, will go free. 


Ves, FoLLy will prattle and grin; 


With her ſcourges OprRESSION will riſe, 


Since Satire's a damnable ſin, 


And a fin to be virtuous and wiſe. 


But wherefore not laugh at a ——? 
And wherefore not laugh at a ——? 
A laugh is a laudable thing, 
When people are filly and mean. 


When we paid Civil Liſt without ſtrife, 
When we paid the old Quack for his cure, 
When we pray'd at Pzc NicroLson's knife, 
The K laugh'd at Us, to be ſure. 


F'en the Minions of Courts will eſcape ; 
DunDass, PITT, and Jex K, and Ros: 
Yes, SATIRE, gets into a ſcrape, 
If ſhe take the four R—s by the noſe. 


No more muſt ye laugh at an aſs; 
No more run on Topers a rig, 

Since PiTT gets as drunk as Dunpas, 
And e gets as drunk as a pig. 


A eh at a DeLEGATE hurts; 
Yes, twere dangerous to hazard your ſneers ; 

And mock the ſweet mercy of Courts, 
That return'd him his forfeited eare. 
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Now farewell to fair Buckinenam-movse, 
To WinpDsoR, and RicymonvD, and Kew z 
Farewell to the tale of the Loussz | 
MoTHtER Rzp-cay, and Monarcus, adieu! 


Like ferrets, fince all muſt be muzzled, 
(And muzxz/ed indeed we ſhall be“) 
Say, PitT, (for I'm grievoully puzzled) 
May we yenture a horſe-laugh at Tuzs ? 


ODE 


13 


ODE TO AN INFORMER. 


— — ———— 
Now is the time, my FRIEND—'tis now or 
never | | 
Help, help of GoVERN UNT the bold endeavour ! 
800 lately through a deep conſumption rubbing, 
PatroGATIVE'S upon his legs again 


He wields his knotty club with might and main, 
For long the Land has needed a ſound drubbing ! 


PREROGATIVA, ye Gods! will ſoon look fierce, 

Hunt with his hounds the ſhops for priats and verſe, 
And find the likeneſſes of men on high— 

Make of the BookstLLERS and BAR DS a haſh— 


Smell rank rebellion in a far or daſh, 


And bid the ſneering culprit hang or fly. 


Whoever mentions pig, or gooſe, or pens, 
Skim-milk, or corn, or man-traps, cocks and hens, 


Or Frogmore Fete, or charities, or bulſe, 


The ToxN ERV ſoon ſhall feel the culprit's pulſe. 


Whoever ſays that MaJjesTrY is rich, 

Or calls Dame SCHWELLENBERG a ſmuggling b—, 
Or ſwears Hyyocrisy has dwelt in Courts, 
Blaſphemes, ſpeaks treaſon, and with edge- tools 


ſports. 
4 Who 
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Who ſays of WimBLEDoN a lighting word, 
Where Pirr, the Puncn of SHowMan HARRV, 
ſteals 
To learn State tricks, behold the vengeful ſword 
O'ertaking ſoon the ſwifteſt pair of heels! 
Who mentions RicymonD's courage or his coals, 
Muſt think upon the Srock's ignoble holes. 


Whoever chriſtens but his Dog, Tou Payne, 

(And many an itching tongue can ſcarce refrain), 
The cur and maſter ſhall be brought to ſhame— 

Nay, Tom, a common Chriſtian name for Cats, 

Muſt die; and lo, the HANOVERIAN RATS 
2 loſe the Hanoverian name. 


The name, Tou PAvxr, ſhould e'en a Parrot cry, 
Make out his mittimns, and let him die: 

Strike me that Bullfinch on the jaw, 

That dares to warble ga ira. 

God ſave the King, the world muſt ing or /ay-; 
God ſave the King, the ballad of the day 


Our dogs ſhall learn of royalty to bawl; 

Our cats, from roof to roof, of Oel ſquall; 
The beetles buz with royalty along 

The very owl © God ſave the King!“ ſhall learn; 

And barn, at midnight, hoot to brother barn ; 
And bat ſhrill ſhriek to bat th' inſpiring ſong. 


What Journeyman will dare to mention wages? 
Who talk about the hardſhips of the Poor ? 
Off with the villains to their iron cages, 


Where whip.arm'd JusTicz guards the gloomy * 
door ! | 


E'en 


* * 
„ 
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Een on a royal horſe, or ſheep, or car, 

Let ſubjects, if they dare it, caſt a ſlur 
All that a Palace holdeth /mells of God : 

A Pacex's call is glory to our ears; 

A Cook's falute, a load of honour bears; 
Nay, honour dwelleth in a ScuLL1oNn's nod. 


Shoot all thoſe grumbling raſcals, the DissENTERS, 
And hang their hearts, like butchers meat, on teni- 
ers ; 
Fellows that fain would be Court-goſpel makers : 
Impale the goat-fac'd, unbelieving Jews ; 
And then, the knife of Jus ric to amuſe, 
Cut out the tongues of all the groaning QuARK RRS! 


Return, return, ye glorious days agen, 

When Pow's, the Giant, muzzled tongue and pen; 
Saw what the ſoul was. thinking, through the eye, 
And cruſh'd it for a treaſonable ſigh ! 


The voice of LIBER T has roar'd too long! 


Pull out the wide-mouth*d ſtrumpet's lawleſs tongue ! 


Off with the wonted crown that decks her head, 


And place the proper Fool. s- ca in its ſtead ! 


SECOND 
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SECOND ODE TO AN INFORMER. 


The great Por inviteth-a great INFORMER fo great 
wickedneſs . 


R let thy ſoul enjoy the hour! 
See Niohr her griſly ſpectres pour! 
The clock proclaims her at her higheſt noon; 
Lone SILENCE ſhall our work befriend; 
Her ſhoes of cygnet down ſhall lend 
The cloud's black mantle muffle the pale moon. 


NewoaTse to brother Tow's ſhall roar aloud : 

* So thick the pris'ners my dark dwelling crowd, 
] cannot put a pin between the knaves ; 

* And glutted too, am I, and I, and I.“ 

The 'Tow's and echoing jails around reply— 
And I, and I, each loaded Compter raves.” 


The ſated PiLLoky ſhall roar : 
* I'm tir'd, Pm tir'd—can ſqueeze no more.“ 
The Gr, ſurfeited with death, ſhall groan ; 
And, ſhuddering, lo, at human woes, 
The Tous its pond'rous jaw ſhall cloſe, 
While Prrx's fruitleſs tear embalms the ſtone. 


B Oh! 
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Oh! would kind Nich r extend th eternal ſhade, 
And help in MuxDper's cauſe our panting breath! 


For, lo! to Murnes with his reeking blade, 
The beam of Morning ſeems the gloom of death. 


Lo, where the InnocewTs repoſe, 
Our longing hands ſhall ſcatter woes, 
And Fran ſhall whiten ev'ry haggard face: 
Sly to the pillow will we creep, 
Daſh with rude arm the bonds of SLEEP, 
And daſh a h»ſband from a wife's embrace, 


In vain ſhall Tzzxror lift the ſuppliant cry; 
Our hearts, two rugged rocks, the ſound. defy. 


Behold, behold a youth with muddled brain, 
Reeling, the Lord knows where, a little drunk, 
Perhaps to ſlumber with a fav'rite punk: 

The RascaL mutters FREEDOM and Tom PAYNE, 


Soon, like a pair of eagles on a pig, 
On this poor midnight ſtroller let us fall; 
Drag him before the JusT1ce and his Wia, 
And ſwear to treaſon that he did not bawl. 


This will be pleaſant to our Lords on high 
Who call the under-world of man, 
An aſsiſh, muliſh, pack-horſe clan, 

© Shreds of mortality, with ſcornful eye. 


Look to the hiſtories of ancient times, 
Their pleaſant proſe, and tale-recording rhimes : 
Kings were God's images—rever'd the throne ; 


SUBMISSION 
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SUBM1SS1ON then, indeed, with eye-balls low'ring, 
And ſuppliant hands and pray'r, and forehead cow'r- 
ing, 1 a | 
Spoke treaſon, if ſhe call'd her ſoul her own. 
Knock down the man who out of reaſon rules; 
Believes that Monarcus can be rogues and fools, 


Virtues are transferable, juſt like ſtock, 
With title-paſs, that dignifies a block. 


Title on UcLiNess confers a bloom 

Bids carrion drop its ſtench, and breathe perfume— 
To palaces converts the meaneſt houſe, | 
And, with an eagl/e's pinion, mounts the mouſe. 


Saddle black DeseorT for the field, ſo ſtrong, 
With ſuch a ſpirit as no curb can tame : 

His cheſt, like Jon's wild horſe, with thunder hung, 
With mouth of bleeding foam, and eye of flame. 


On DeseoT mounted, let us boldly ride, 
And cover mountains with the crimſon tide. 


B and K——, men of buſy merit, 
Shall rouſe to cruſh the democratic ſpirit, 

And at the pris'ners ſhake their lion-manes ; 
And CurxTis, now Lord-May'r, now not fo ſmall, 
Shall fill with culprits ſoon th' Egyptian Hall, 
From hedges, ditches, alleys, courts, and lanes. 


Jus rien ſhall find briſk work upon her hand; 
Pronounce guick fate, and thin a miſcreant land; 
Thus lucky thriving, make, in blood campaigns, 
A NaBos's fortune, by her ropes and chains / 


© - ans 


ODE TO JURYMEN. 


Sms, it may happen, by the grace of God, 
That I, GxrATT PeTER, one day come before ye, 
To anſwer to the Man of WIG, for Ode, 
Full of ſublimity, and pleaſant ſtory. 


Yes, it may ſo fall out that lofty men, 
Dunvpas, and RicyumonD, HawxsB'Ry, PoRT- 
LAND, P1TT, : 
May wiſh to cut the nib of PzrTzr's pen, 
And, cruel, draw the holders of his wit; 


Nay, Dame InjusTice in their cauſe engage, 
To clap the gentle Porr in a cage; 

And ſhould a grimly Jupce for death harangue, 
Don't let the Por of the PzopLE hang. 


What are my crimes? A poor tame Cur am I, 
Though /ome will ſwear I've ſnapp'd them by the 
heels; | 
A puppy's pinch, that's all, I don't deny; 
But Lord! how ſenſibly a GREAT Man feels! 


A harmleſs joke, at times, on Kings and Queens ; 
A little joke on lofty Earls and Lords ; 

Smiles at the ſplendid homage of Court ſcenes, 
The modes, the manners, ſentiments, and words : 
= A joke 
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A joke on Marg'ret Nicholſon's mad Knights ; 
A joke upon the ſhave of Cooks at Court, 
Charms the fair Mus, and ede the world delights; 
A pretty piece of inoffenſive ſport. 


Lo, in a little inoffenſive ſmile 
There lurks no lever to o'erturn the STATE, 
And Kine, and PaRLIAMENT! intention vile! 
And hurl the QUzzn of NArioxs to her fate. 


No gunpowder my modeſt garrets hold, 

- Dark-lanterns, blunderbuſſes, maſks, and matches; 
Few words my ſimple furniture unfold 

A bed, a ſtool, a ruſty coat in patches. | 


Carpets, nor chandeliers ſo bright, are mine; 
Nor mirrors, ogling VAniTy to pleaſe ; 
Spaniels, nor lap-dogs, with their furs ſo fine: 

Alas! my little liveſtock are—my fleas ! 


No, Sirs! I wiſh not to blow up the realm; 
But thus Pve pray'd—* Her life may Au 
cc keep! 
“ Curs'd be the treach'rous fiends, OR at ws 
«© helm, 


% Would fink the VxssEI. in the gaping Deep! 2 


6 May LrBeRTy fit firm upon her throne ; 
And he who dares to ſhake her, vengeance 
* -mect ; . | 
* No matter what his grandeur—let him groan, 
And HELL's beſt brimſtone the black miſcreant 
« ſweat! 


- 66 No 
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* Nv longer, like his dough, may our Lon Dp May's 
* Torn pliable, and join the buſy Reeves—. 
* State Jackall hunting through the midnight air, 
* Like Bow-ſtreet blood-hounds in purſuit of 
* thieves! 


And ſhould a Juvcr (a Jerrertts) ruſh to ; 
Fierce, like the Lybian Savage from his den; 

4 Their glorious pow'rs, at ofice, may Juxlxs feel, 
And ſtill ſublimer, feel that they are Mex : 


* May RicRMONDs Dux, of valdur find increaſe, 
And, by example, fire the Sol Dix R fouls ; 

* To invalids afford more frequent fleece, 
And bleſs the veterans with meat and coals ! 


& And may his Gzacz's fate-improving brains, 
With guns of kather much old DRA ſurpriſe, 

* Delight the TyzanT with his dread campaigns, 

And ſend his pale dominions va/? ſupplies. 


« May Bzvventii's head in fenſe and grace im- 
* SR - 
< In mercy's balm may Bs heart be rich— 
* Feel for a ſheep-ſtealer a little love; 
+ Whole fur-clad paws alike for mutton itch ! 


« May HEALTH, ſweet HAL TR, attend on Crvis. 
« LisT, 
« So very apt to ſink in a decline; 
« Whom Doctor PrTT with med*cines can affiſt— 
« A great PavsICLan, whoſe preſcriptions ſhine/ 


(C May 
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% May Kincs and QUzzNs, whom much the Muſe 


„ reVeres, 
« With wonted charity themſelves comport; 
« And Lapy TzuTHY approach the Royal ears, 
„% And Lavy WisDom be receiv'd at Cour ! 


No more in CourTs may weeds of Folly thrive, 
„ Mid royal ſmile, their ſunſhine, waxing ſtrong; 
4 Or roaring Laughter muſt be kept alive, 
And PrrER's CL1o never want a ſong. 


« May ev'ry King be /ov'd by all the Ax rs; 
And ete may all the arts be /ov'd by him; 
* And when his money from the purſe departs, 


Not play at ducks and drakes on waves of 
6 whim / 


„Then for a.Quzen, ſo lofty and fo, * 
Let not Ecoxoux cry Fie upon her!“ 
* But. may ſhe give a pillow-caſe and ſheet 
* To each poor laviſh ſhiv? " Maip of Ho- 
* NOUR | 


“ Perdition ſeize the Miszz who defies. 
A pittance to the Jair and pining poor! 

** Who, millions owning, ſtill. with watchful eyes, 
% Hawks at fre bags of gold, and ſcreams for 


„ more. 


* May yon Soc1tTY ne'er want a Bead, 
„ juſt like a paper kite that wants a rail; 
% Now dipping, riſing, wild at random led, 
Up, down, here, there, the ſport of ev'ry gale. 


£c May 
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« May CurarTes eat, and rear their infant brood ; 
« Nay, put a little fat about their bones; 
&* Caſt from their wounded jaws the curb of blood, 
« And daſh their /awn-//eev'd Rivers on the 
& ſtones ! 


& And may thoſe Lawnmen, born to happier ſate, 
Chace not the CuxArꝝ from their grand abode; 
| © But gravely think of Heav'n, as well as prate, 
& And give a leg of mutton to their Gop !”” 


How baſe to preach of Gop's exhau⁰Eꝭe u ſtore ; 
Of treaſures that to mortals will be giv'n; 

Yet ſooner truſt (as though they thought it poor) 
The Bank of ENGLAND than the Bank of Heav'N! 


How vile to preach of Heay* n's large int'reſt, too, 
Seeming to place dependance on its word; 
Yet on Mycredit look ſo very blue, 
As though twere dang*rous lending to the Loxp! 


Such is my ſong and fervent pray'r; and now 
To Prrr, Dundas, and IENkKINSON, I bow, 
That ſpotleſs TRINITV of courtly Pow'n! 

A democratic raven, turn'd court thro/tle ! 
A perſecuting PAUL, a meek ArosrLE! 
The foute/t weed, the valley's fairgft flow'r! 


CRUMBS 


RUN s OF COMFORT 


FOR THE 


GRAND INFORMER. 


In EIS SIE 
# 


1 ORD! R why, what a moſt unlucky CHAP: 
What! Thou a pris ner in our hard"State-trap, 

The roaring Lion of Adminiſtration! 
Then SkERIůDõAN has nabb'd the Beaſt at laſt; 
Lock'd, in the iron gin of Jus ric, faſt: 

Fun for men, women, children of the nation! f 


R——, verily 'twas too bare - ſac'd to ſay 

SAINT STEPHEN's Members might be ſborn away, 
And injure not the Body —what a dream 

Nay, that our Lords may feel alike the blade 

Thoſe precious limbs, ſo ſhelt'ring with cool ſhade, 
From DzseoT18m's intolerable beam; 


Lopp'd off, without an injury to TRUNK ! 
Say, great INFORMER, wert thou mad, or drunk ? 


I ne'er ſaid ſuch rude things in all my life! 
A joke upon a GREAT Man and his WIRE 


Forms all my fin, though Courtiers foam around : 
J, with 
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I, with my pretty brazen Pin and ſmall, 
Juſt ſcrazch'd the pretty flow'ry capital; 
But Thou wouldſt drag the Col uu to the ground. 


PiTT wiſhes to put forth his hand#to ſave ; 
And Giant WynDHam, too, his humble Slave, 
Sees thee with grief the tenant of the gin: 
But LonpoN views thee with a ſcornful ſmile— - 
Hears with much glee thy howl, and marks thy 
toll, 
And looks with triumph on thy ſuffering ſkin, 


& Is this the BaT,”* cries LonDoN, © to devour 
«© The ſimple FLizs, at midnight's filent hour, 
© Wheeling, with hunger keen, from ſtreet to 
6 ſtreet ? 
ce Is this the mouſing OwrL, that darkling ſtole 
In queſt of harmleſs victims from his hole; 
« The Bird obſcene, whom now our mock'rieg 
meet? 


The Imp, whoſe heart delights in Narukx's ſighs, 
The Eves-dropper, with damned prying eyes, 
Who hunts th' unwary for the fangs of State! 
Is this the Jusricx, of meſt foul report, 
6 Who, proud to pleaſe the Minions of a C—, 
% Unſated, (a ſtaunch blood-hound) pants for 
40 fate 292 | 


„Is this the Demon, the ſworn foe of light, 
“ Curs'd by the beauteous WANnDERERs of the 
night; 5 
« Whoſe ul, in Mis'Rv's moan, a muſic hears, 
“ And, toad-like, feeds its poiſon on her tears: 
a : « I; 


. 
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« Is this th' IxroRMER, that, with bellowing breath, 
« To whips and jails, each ſon of Fazzpom 
«© dooms; 
% Whoſe life, (miſnomer'd life) is death, rank death ; 
& Putridity—the noiſome ſench of Tombs ?"? 


Such is the cry of London, luckleſs R, 

In language coarſe !/—not good enough for Thieves! 
Yet, Man, deſpair not- Cours can ſet thee free 
And Cours are known to pity R. like thee, 


THE END, 


R —— - — 
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